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They who have watched its sun 
Coming out of mist, 
Stealing into the pale dawn, 
And have wondered at its moon 
Rising above clouds piled low along the edge of earth, 
And have lain beneath its star-swept sky 
And listened to its breathing; 
They who have sung with it— 
They who have dreamed . . . 
Who can love my river? 
Two Sketches 
By George Adam son • 
Hands 
HARRY stood on the back porch watching a few of the fellows pitching horseshoes in the back yard, moving 
slowly in the almost deep dusk. He looked at them, a 
vacant expression on his face, wondering if dinner were 
ready and occasionally giving his sleek black hair a pro-
tective pat. 
Harry was very proud of his hair, which matched his olive 
skin so well, making him, as a few girls had told him, look 
like a romantic Spaniard. Harry secretly thought so too, and 
made every effort to be sleek and romantic; he knew he 
was dark and handsome. 
The fact is, if it hadn't been for his hands, he would have 
been more successful with his day dreams about his romantic 
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Spanish father, Duke of Castille, and honorably dead in the 
late war. But his big awkward, ungainly hands always 
brought him back to earth again. He hated his hands; for, 
it seemed to him, they made it obvious to everyone that his 
father had been killed by a boiler explosion and that he was 
an asylum orphan. 
The soft velvety darkness of late spring flowed over him, 
soothing and quieting. He could hear in the garden the 
plaintive chirps of a cricket. The occasional chink of the 
horseshoes on one another had stopped. The boys were 
slowly filing in, silently past him into the warm yellow light 
of the kitchen. 
The last fellow said, "Come on in, Harry. It's time for 
dinner." 
Harry came in slowly, hating him, hating the light, hating 
his hands. 
Romance 
HpHE blue-black sky, spattered with stars big and little, was 
slightly tinged by the lights of the Quai Wilson and the 
city rising above. The long chain of lights which marked the 
quai sent tremulous strands of silver across the quiet lake, to 
lose themselves in the little eddies around the rowboat. 
Far out, a lake steamer moved slowly, a barely audible 
chugging preceding it, growing louder, until it finally passed 
by, leaving after it a trail of waves which gently rocked the 
rowboat. 
I glanced at Miette, comfortably curled up in the cushions 
at the stern. I could barely make out her features. Slowly 
and cautiously I left my seat at the oars and sat down beside 
her. The cushions were wonderfully soft. My back turned 
to the city, I could see the rugged line of the Juras dimly 
etched against the dark of the sky. 
I looked down at Miette, and she—she looked up, her eyes 
a deep black, her lips parted. "Miette," I whispered, and 
found my voice was husky. Slowly I drew her towards me 
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Outside in the street a bus ground by. The clock on my 
desk began ticking again. I heard the soft slap of cards in 
the next room. 
With a sigh I looked down at the open pamphlet in my lap. 
A picture titled, "Geneva; the Quai Wilson from the lake at 
night," caught my eye. I closed it, let it slide through my 
fingers to the floor, and got up. I stood before my mirror for 
a moment, and then began to comb my hair. It was almost 
dinner time. 
Midnight: Sentiments 
Margaret Elaine Larsen 
( ) H FOR THE LUXURY of dropping off 
To sleep between crisp, freshly-ironed sheets! 
To know that as I snuggle into bed 
And pull the downy blankets close around 
My throat, tomorrow's lessons are prepared, 
Tucked in a far-off corner of my brain 
To be forgotten for some nine or ten 
Delicious hours. 
To have clean sheets, and cool pajamas, too. 
To sink my face in pillows rich with scent 
Of sun-filled air—and faintly hear the sough 
Of wind among tall trees—to lull myself 
With tiny bits of song, and then recall 
Some little thing that you have said today— 
The way you smiled—until I lose myself 
In sleep . . . and dreams . . . 
